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silently shaking hands with each of them, she went out,
stiffly erect, with a particularly resolute step.
When she was gone, Sophia put her hands on the
mother's shoulders and rocked her back and forth on the
chair.
"Could you love such a daughter, Nilovna?" she asked.
"If only I could see them together for just one day!"
exclaimed the mother, ready to cry.
"Yes, a little happiness doesn't harm anyone," said
Nikolai softly. "But no one is satisfied with a little. And
when there's a lot, it becomes cheap."
Sophia went to the piano and began to play a sad tune.
XII
The next morning some thirty or forty people stood
at the gates of the hospital waiting for the coffin of their
comrade to be carried out. Among them ranged the spies,
listening to their exclamations and taking mental note
of faces, manners, and words. A group of policemen with
revolvers on their hips were stationed across the street.
The crowd was incensed by the boldness of the spies and
the sarcastic smiles of the policemen, ready at any mo-
ment to demonstrate their force. Some of the people dis-
guised their annoyance by joking, others kept their eyes
sullenly fixed on the ground to avoid noticing the insults,
while still others, unable to hide their feelings, made bit-
ing remarks about authorities who were afraid of people
armed with nothing but the spoken word. The pale blue
autumn sky shone brightly down on the grey cobblestones
strewn with yellow leaves, which the wind blew about the
feet of the people.
The mother stood in the middle of the crowd.
"There aren't many of you, not many. And almost no
workers," she thought sadly as she looked at the familiar
faces.
The gates opened and men'bore out the coffin lid, which
was covered with wreaths tied with red ribbons. The

